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When OTL's new friend Erik Christensen who built the 
popular two-toned green BMW Cafe Racer last year 
invited us along on an Alaskan adventure he organized, the 
Editor, Will Guyan, and me, OTL art director, jumped on 
board without a moment's hesitation. Who from the lower 
states would pass up such a great chance to ride BMWs 
across America's last frontier? All we had to do was show up 
at Erik's home in Alaska with a full beard and a BMW, since 
Erik decided to call his trip "Beards and Beemers." Women, 
for some reason, were exempt from the beard growing, but 
alas, metrosexuals from New York City were not, so I had to 
grow my first ever full beard in my entire life. How so many 
men walk around with itchy, coarse loofah sponges covering 
most of their face is beyond me! But, it did help me prepare 
by getting me in the Mountain Man mood. 

Also invited was Chris Canterbury, owner of the custom 
BMW parts and bike building shop, Boxer Metal, (see one of 
his builds elsewhere in this issue) Chris was an acquaintance 



and BMW mechanical mentor of mine for several years now, 
as he designed and built many parts of the OTL Cafe Racer, 
so it was exciting for me that I would not just finally meet 
Chris but also ride along beside him across Alaska. Which 
brings me to my next point, which is now quite common and 
familiar to those of you who have read articles I have written 
before: I was a complete novice in uncharted territory. I was 
heading to Alaska on a trip with several hundred miles of 
dirt riding, having never ridden on dirt before. Every one 
else on the trip lives up in Alaska with plenty of dirt riding 
experience, and Chris from Boxer Metal and Will, OTL 
Editor, are of course expert riders with years of all kinds 
of experience. Would I survive?? Lefts just say I came up 
with the ultimate secret weapon to level the playing field. 
See sidebar on next page for details. 

I'm not going to bore you with a diary of our trip including 
details of what we ate or how loud Will snores, etc... OTL 



Magazine is not about articles like that, so instead I'll keep 
the words to a minimum and instead share some of the great 
scenes we saw on our journey. However, I do want to convey 
the emotions I felt during this trip. Simply put, Alaska is 
freaking AMAZING. I've toured the Alps on a GS through 
all the famous passes as I passed through 5 countries, so 
I have that to compare with. The Alps were amazing too 
of course, and to roads are all paved perfectly without 
a pot hole in sight, and the European culture and various 
languages and scenery make the Alps a must see on your 
bucket list. However, the scenery of Alaska is every bit as 
awe-inspiring as the Alps. But it is different: Alaska is a 
true frontier. There are more moose than people. In the Alps, 
you come down a mountain pass and every time there is a 
cute little charming town at the bottom where you can get 
gas and eat wiener schnitzel. In Alaska, you can ride on two 
lane roads for hours sometimes and not pass another vehicle. 
Or a house. You'd better plan your route because that next 



gas station can be over 100 miles away! The sheer vastness 
of Alaska is what makes it unique. There is a certain type of 
person that this kind of land attracts, and as BMW riders, 
all of you already know lots of people like this- resourceful, 
steady-minded people who plan ahead and are prepared for 
anything life can throw at them. I truly enjoyed the company 
of each and every person I met on this trip, and I don't think 
it was a coincidence that every bike except one was a BMW. 
(The Aprillia rider wants to get a late model 1200GS) It is a 
great feeling when you travel to a far away land and meet a 
group of people whom you feel you could have been friends 
with for years already. As much as I loved the unique and 
vast environment of Alaska, it was really the people I met on 
this journey that made Alaska stand out from anywhere else. 
Granted Erik was the organizer who sought out interesting 
BMW riders, which made this trip a BMW-centric one. 
BMWs were the glue that stuck us all together 




Chris Canterbury of BoxerMetal.com, 
Erik Christensen, host of the Beards and 
beemers event, Will Guyan, OTL editor, 
and Yours Truly, Bill Costello. 4 bearded 
men from all corners of the USA, from 
age 30 to like, 80, all drawn together 
by a common love of BMW machines. 
Posing for a photo at the welcome party 
before the journey with beers in hand. 
Erik is obsessively detail oriented. He 
commissioned a local brewer to create 
a custom beer just for this event, with 
the essence of bratwurst thrown in for 
some extra manliness, (no comment) 
Seriously. The plan was to take the keg 
on the chase vehicle's trailer along for the 
entire ride, which worked out quite well 
during our evenings. Erik also had custom 
en-graved beer glasses made just for this 
trip, complete with etched logos! Well 
done, OCD Erik! All were extremely 
impressed.. 





Check out these aerial views 



Erik befriended a small video company, 
Sons of Winter, to document the entire 
trip. One of their tools in their arsenal 
was a quad-copter drone with a camera 
that shoots both HD video and stills. They 
are working on a mini-documentary of the 



Beards and Beemers ride which OTL will 
share with you via a web link once it's 
been completed. Look at these amazing 
wide aerial panoramas that really show 
off the vast unpopulated landscapes of 
Alaska. Shots like these previously would 
cost many thousands of dollars to set up 
using a film crew inside a rented helicopter. 











Chris would miss his anniversary with his wife 
if he came alone, so instead he brought Rebecca 
along, who for some reason didn't abide by the 
mandatory beard rule. Chris is a well known 
active participator on the ADVrider.com forum, 
and when he inquired if anyone had a spare 
sidecar to loan in Alaska, amazingly there was 
a local BMW rig owner just 10 minutes from 
our starting point who graciously loaned his 
beloved, obviously expensive GS sidecar rig to 
Chris. Most amazing of all is that this gentleman 
didn't charge a penny! Hearing stories like this 
make you think we humans might just be worthy 
of this world after all. 

Being a GS, this rig could handle the rough 
roads, although as you'll see in a minute, perhaps 
the sidecar frame could have been made with a 
bit more gusseting — which would set the stage 
for the most exciting adventure of the entire trip! 



Erik The Viking, I named him by this 
point, of course had to have a ride that 
stood out from the pack. Erik has a knack 
for acquiring unique machines, and this 
factory Dakar addition early model G/S 
certainly was unique. The bike has been 
modified slightly for Alaskan road trips but 
it is not far from its stock condition. Sadly, 
what was once one of the biggest, most 
powerful dual sports of its time was now a 
vintage, slow and unsophisticated dinosaur. 
Sure it is still just as capable as it ever was, 
and it can go anywhere a modern GS can 
go. But it will take you longer. I concluded 
during this ride while comparing my rented 
Waterboxer to Erik's R80 G/S, that the 
difference in performance between my 
2014 edition GS and Erik's airhead is about 
the same as the leap from his G/S to my old 
1958 R50. There was no stopping this old 
beast however. The old airhead did just fine. 





Our group went on a guided tour of the old Kennecott 
copper mine refinery. We followed the path that cop- 
per ore traveled through this massive 14 story wooden 
building and learned how pure copper was separated 
and refined from the green rocks that were mined 
nearby. In today's world of lawsuits and precautionary 
safety rules, I was amazed that we were even allowed 
into this massive death trap. Although it was reinforced 
along the tour path, there were still a few dozen ways to 
accidentally kill yourself. How refreshing to be treated 
like an adult for once! You wouldn't be allowed to have 
a tour like this in the lower 49 states. The huge interior 
rooms filled with massive shakers, belts, gears, and steam 
engines were very impressive but my photos don't do 
them justice, so you'll just have to go see it for yourself. 








We came upon this scene 
on the left page while at 
the Kennecott Mines. Only 
in Alaska would you see a 
scene like this! Abandoned 
structures from long ago de- 
caying in a stunning setting 
is actually common here. 
While pausing for a photo 
op, I said to Erik, "You 
know, we could ride on that 
gravel path across that run- 
ning stream. Wouldn't that 
be cool?" We agreed that 
someone should try it, so 
before anyone else got the 
chance, I went for it. The 
video crew loved it so they 
had us all ride through the 
stream a few times for some 
neat footage. Afterwards, it 

was time to begin heading photo by Sons of Winter 
home and out of this park. 

I was the last one remaining except for one of the camera crew 
guys, who motioned for me to make just one more pass so he 
could take a photo with his SLR. I had gone through this stream 
3 times already and I told him that if I did a 4th, I'd surely fall 
into the stream. I had a feeling I was pushing my luck as each 
time my tires had slipped around in a rather unsecured way over 
the wet round rocks in the stream. But what the heck. 

So my front tire wobbled and I hit that large orange rock in the 
photo above, sending me off balance. I made it to the other side, 
but I was heading towards the side of the waterfall in the photo 
on the facing page. I was about to go down a steep cliff! I quick- 
ly set the bike down along the side of the hill. I was past any 
point of embarrassment as now I was worried about scratching 
the rented bike as I signed a waiver that I would pay for even the 
slightest scratch on this new machine. Then I realized I was on 
the side of a hill and there was no way I could pull this bike up 
the hill by myself, and I dared not try to ride it as it was perched 
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at a 45 degree angle and I could very well slip down the hill 
and wreck the bike. Since the photographer was too busy snap- 
ping photos like a good photo journalist, two hikers who saw me 
drop the bike came to my aid. Together the 3 of us were able to 
pull the bike up onto flat ground. I was sure that I scratched up 
the side of the GS as we had just dragged it through mud and 
gravel, but later on when rain washed away all the mud, I was 
amazed that the bike was fine except for some slight scratches 
on the valve cover. At this point I'd like to thank the rental com- 
pany, Alaska Motorcycle Adventures. I'm quite sure they saw 
that I scratched their brand new GS and even though I signed 
the waiver, they were kind enough to let me slide. They are a 
top-notch bike rental company right in Anchorage and they have 
a great selection of BMWs to rent. I know I also signed a waiver 
that I would not ride off road, but if you look at the photo, you 
can see there was a gravel road that just happened to have a 
stream going through it!* 



At this point I don't see myself taking one of those 
RawHyde courses, and as long as I live in the suburbs a GS 
is not in my future, so I will always cherish this awesome 
photo above of me crossing a deep raging river. Alaska is 
an amazing place and the best way to see it is by riding 
through it on a BMW. If you were ever on the fence, put 
it on your bucket list. There is no other state quite like 
Alaska. It pretty much is another country, except the peo- 
ple are friendly Americans. OK so they sometimes hunt 
coyotes hanging out the side of an airplane. But their local 
customs make sense once you learn how different life is 
there. I was honored when one of the locals in our group 
told me at the end, "You know, I never really met a yankee 
liberal from NYC. I thought I wouldn't get along with you. 
But we are very similar." I felt the same about him. fj| 



*In no way does Alaska Motorcycle Adventures 
condone this behavior and if you try something like 
this yourself you will be punished. 



